THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

There, it seemed, in the glamorous snow, was the
source of death, which fell down in great waves of shadow
and rock, rushing to the level earth. And all the people of
the mountains, on the slopes, in the valleys, seemed to live
upon this great, rushing wave of death of breaking-down,
of destruction.

The very pure source of breaking-down, decomposition,
the very quick of cold death, is the snowy mountain-peak
above. There, eternally, goes on the white foregathering
of the crystals, out of the deathly cold of the heavens; this is
the static nudeus where death meets life in its elementality.
And thence, from their white, radiant nucleus of death in
life, flows the great flux downwards, towards life and
warmth. And we below, we cannot think of the flux up-
wards, that flows from the needle-point of snow to the
unutterable cold and death.

The people under the mountains, they seem to live in
the flux of death, the last, strange, overshadowed units of
life. Big shadows wave over them, there is the eternal
noise of water falling icily downwards from the source of
death overhead

And the people under the shadows, dwelling in the tang
of snow and the noise of icy water, seem dark, almost
sordid, brutal. There is no flowering or coming to flower,
only this persistence, in the ice-touched air, of reproduc-
tive life.

But it is difficult to get a sense of a native population,
Everywhere are the hotels and the foreigners, the parasi-
tism. Yet there is, unseen, this overshadowed, overhung
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